CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHTH
I Go to the Sea-shore—The Search  for a  "Scar"__I
Make a Study of Insanity, and Meet with Success in a U Article 47.*'
I HAD  got  safely through my  first 'dreaded vacation.   I had had two wonderful weeks at the seaside where, with Mr. and Mrs. James Lewis and George Parkes, I had boarded with Mrs. By Baker, whom we left firmly convinced of our general insanity — harmless, but quite hopeless cases she thought us.   Awed into reverent silence 1 had taken my first long look at the ocean; that mighty monster, object of my day-dreams all the years, lay  that day outstretched,  smiling,   dimpling-,  blinking like the babe of giants, basking in the sun.
I had inhaled with delight the briny coolness of its breath, and with my friends had engaged in wild romps in its waves, all of us arrayed meanwhile in bathing dresses of hideous aspect, made from gray flannel of penitential color and scratchiness, and most malignant modesty of cut; which were yet the eminently proper thing at that time.
I almost wonder, looking at the bathing dresses of today, that old Ocean, who is a lover of beauty, did not dash the breath out of us, and then fling us high and dry on the beach, where the sands might quickly drift over our ugly shells and hide them from view.
AH this happened, and much more, before I came to the play " L'Article 47," famous for its great French court scene, and for the madness of its heroine. I am so utterly lacking in self-confidence that it was little short of cruelty for Mr. Daly to tell me, as he did, that the fate of the play hung upon that single scene; that the production
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